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256
THE eyes are not proud of their sight but of their eyeglasses.
257
I LIVE in this little world of mine and ana afraid to make it the least less. Lift me into thy world and let me have the freedom gladly to lose my all.
258
THE false can never grow into truth by growing in power.
259
MY heart, with its lapping waves of song, longs to caress this green world of the sunny day.